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In Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News
The Price of Integrity
It is one of the marks of the truly educated man that
he has learned to recognize and appreciate excellence
wherever he encounters it, whether it be in the closelyreasoned thought of a philosopher, the intricate structure of a concerto, the unobtrusive service in a fine
restaurant, or the high craftsmanship that goes into the
making of a Rolls-Royce. It is one of the unresolvable
frustrations of the truly educated man that, unless he
happms to have private means, he must ordinarily make
do with things which are not only far less than the best
but which, in many instances, are positively irritating
to him. The material rewards of the intellectual life
being what they are in our country, the intellectual
whose resources derive solely from his salary must settle
for fiber rugs instead of Persian carpets, for cut glass
rather than crystal, for beer rather than champagne.
This being the case, the man who has committed
himself to the life of the mind needs to recognize, from
the very outset, the peculiar and deadly temptation
which the prospect of "big money" holds for him. We
do not pay big money in this country for the proper
fruits of the educated mind: for honest and intelligent
criticism, for dispassionate thought, for wisdom. The
intellectual who is offered the chance to make big
money can be reasonably sure that he is being approached by a panderer. And in that moment he must
choose either to renounce the many good and lovely
things that money can buy or to renounce the freedom
and the honesty and the integrity that money can not
buy.
It is easy for a man who has never had any vision of
the kingdoms of this world and the glory of them to
heap abuse upon a man like Charles VanDoren. Those
of us who have been assistant professors on five thousand
dollars a year can not blink the fact that he has been
guilty of repeated acts of intellectual treason but we
would be hard put to it to find in our ranks someone
to throw the first stone. If someone had approached
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us with an offer of thousands of dollars to ham it up
for a few nights on a television quiz show, we just
don't know what our answer would have been. Probably, being what we are, we would have refused, but
for the wrong reason: because it would not be dignified.
VanDoren did not have the protection of our stuffiness
and accepted. Finding himself in a situation where
entertainment was masquerading as education, he made
some very grievous mistakes. Who wouldn't?

Th e Steel St ri ke
We have been trying - so far with no success - to
find out what is so sacred about the process of collective
bargaining. When it is successful, the tab is usually
passed on to the public in the form of higher prices.
When it is unsuccessful, a more or less disastrous strike
ensues and the public again pays, this time in shortages
of goods and in danger to national security.
The questions involved in a dispute between labor
and management are, in the final analysis, questions
of equity and justice. In every area except that of the
industrial dispute, the Western world long ago gave
up the idea that equity and justice can be determined
by contests 'of brute strength. In the area of industrial
disputes, we are told, the intervention of a disinterested
referee with power to make and enforce decisions is
somehow a violation of basic freedoms. In simple terms,
this line of argument contends that, if our neighbors
get into a dispute and start firing at each other through
our living room, a decent respect for their freedom
demands that we refrain from calling the cops.
Which leads us to Point 2. It will be obvious to
any small business man and, eventually, to every consumer that no significant industrial dispute can be
properly described as a dispute between labor and
management. Always, at a minimum, the dispute is
tripartite, with the public standing to lose as much as,
and possibly more than, either of the two obvious contestants. Even the two apparent antagonists are no

longer clear-cut enuues having clearly conflicting sets
of interests, for management has long since been effectively divorced from ownership and has become a
specialized kind of labor; while labor has, through
individual and group investment, become a significant
element in ownership. In addition, both labor and
management belong to that public which must eventually pay for losses resulting from interrupted production.
The basic issue in the present steel strike is the prospect of automation which the steel producers see as
their one hope to meet the threat of low-cost foreign
competition and which the unions see as a threat to
their jobs and their livelihoods. It is ridiculous to
suppose that an issue so complex can be resolved either
by collective bargaining or by a strike. And it has been
something less than honest of both management and the
unions to throw dust about "swollen profits" and "inflated wage rates" and "labor busting" and "featherbedding." The social and economic problems that
automation (which is, in the long run, inevitable) will
bring require the best concerted thinking and planning
that ownership and management and labor and competent scholarship are capable of. But there is, at the
moment, little reason to believe that the leadership of
either labor or management has enough vision to see
either the threats or the opportunities of our day .

Relic of Barbarism
There would be an argument for capital punishment if it could be stated as a matter o.f fact th<~t every
person convicted of a capital crime had received the
full benefits of competent counsel and a completely
impartial trial by a jury of his peers. The fact of the
matter is, of course, that neither of these ever is, or
can be, the case. A Negro boy with a criminal record
is almost as certain to get a death sentence as a blonde
with shapely legs is to get off with a prison term. A
doctor with a good lawyer is almost impossible to convict of first-degree murder, while a laborer with a
pauper attorney goes into the courtroom with two strikes
against him.
This is not because our courts are corrupt or our
juries intentionally biased. Every one of us who has
had experience in sitting in judgment on an individual
act of another person knows how nearly impossible it
is to isolate that particular act from the total context
of the individual's personality and past behavior. "He
looks like the kind of person that might do this sort o[
thing," we say of one person, while of another we say,
"I can't believe that she would do anything like this."
And whether we want to or not, we fit the "facts" into
the framework which has been established by our presuppositions and prejudices.
If death were merely the extinction of life, a death
penalty wrongfully imposed would be regrettable but
not, in any ultima.te sense, tragic. For most of the unfortunate ones who actually die in the electric chair or
4

on the gallows or in the gas chamber lose very little
when they lose their lives. From this fact derives the
argument that the death penalty is more merciful than
life imprisonment. But the Christian who looks- upon
death as the end of a man's time of grace must find it
hard to justify any act of man which deliberately·
shortens another man's time of grace - however "deserving" he may be of death.
We think that capital punishment is a carry-over
from a pre-Christian morality. It is now established
beyond a reasonable doubt that the death penalty is
not, as a matter of fact, a deterrent from the crimes for
which it is imposed. There is now an impressive list
of cases in our own country in which it has been established that the death penalty was wrongfully imposed. It is painfully obvious that the motive behi~d
the demand for the death penalty in almost all capital
cases is primarily one of vindictiveness. And the argument from certain Old Testament texts that the death
penalty is mandatory for certain offenses does not sufficiently take into account the "new commandment"
which is at the heart of New Testament ethics - not
to mention God's own dealings with such a cool and
calculating murderer as David.
It is interesting to note that in Lutheran Scandinavia and in a number of our more northerly states
where Lutheran in[)uence is strong there is no capital
punishm ent. Jn general this is true also of those Roman
Catholic countries where the government is not anticlerical. Fundamentalist Protestantism, on the other
hand, agrees with its anti-clerical twin that the best way
to maintain order in a society is to demand an eye for
an eye and a tooth for a tooth.

Merry Christmas!
On our limited budget we can not afford to send
our readers anything so elaborate as a partridge in a
pear tree, much as we would like to. The many kindnesses which we have received from our readers, both
in the way of encouragement and criticism, have made
this year one of the happiest within the memory of those
of us who write and edit the CRESSET. Christmas is
one of those occasions when one can acknowledge such
kindnesses without seeming to slosh about in the slough
of sentimentality.
In the past, we have avoided wishing our readers a
M eny Christmas because the word seemed somewhat
inappropriate within the community of strangers and
pilgrims whose lot it is to endure hardness and to
groan within themselves while they await adoption.
But there is no escaping the fact that better Christians
than we have found our Lord's Nativity a reason for
springing with exultation and for singing Iol Iol in
dulci jubilo, so who are we to sit with our hands in our
laps while the angels are singing and the saints are
dancing?
Merry Christmas!
THE CRESSET

AD LIB.
A Huckster's Christmas
B y

A L F R E D

MEMORANDUM
From: Advertising and Promotion Department.
To: All department heads, Lavish Department Store.
Subject: Getting the most out of the Christmas season.
You will remember we had the largest volume of sales
and ~he greatest profit in the store's history last November and December. We are going to have to go
some to beat that record, and we suggest you start now
to drum up the Xmas spirit in your department and
among your customers.
For that reason we are giving you some tips and
letting you in on the steps we have taken to set new
sales records this Christmas season. It was our idea
- and we think a smart one - to get some of the decora·
tions up in October. We beat every store in town on
that. And don't you think those little reindeer with
candy canes in their mouths that hang on every post
are the cleverest decorations we've had in years? That
was also our suggestion to Art and Window Decorations.
We're going to do a lot with music this year. Loud
speakers have been installed in front of every show
window of the store front and Christmas music will
be piped outside. It is our policy to restrict this outside music to three records which will be played constantly throughout the qay and night. We have chosen
some real hits, the Gene Autry version of "Here Comes
Santa Claus," "All I Want for Christmas" (is my two
front teeth), and a fast version of "Jingle Bells."
Because of the reindeer motif of our decorations, only
"Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer" will be played in
the store. If some departments feel the need of other
music to sell merchandise, we suggest if you must play
carols you restrict your choice only to the peppy ones,
and play the same ones over and over.
You will be glad to know our Greeting Card department has accepted our suggestions of last year. They
now carry only one card that has any religious significance. Most of the cards this year are beauties, with
the emphasis on Santa Clauses, "spirits," and some
other clever themes. Instead of the wordy greetings,
these have only a few lines inside based on the
idea that everybody should enjoy himself at Christmas.
The covers carry only the word "Greetings" or, at most,
"Season's Greetings."
Our twelve Santa Clauses, who have been on duty
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since mid-November, have been doing a grand job.
Where the kids don't know what they want for Christmas, these Santa Clauses make suggestions from a list
we have furnished them which includes the more expensive toys and those that haven't been selling very
well. When the parent of the child is within hearing
distance, we've instructed Santa to assure the child he
will get everything his little heart desires.
But remember your job is to sell, sell, sell. You know
how cheerful and eager people are in the height of the
shopping rush. Take advantage of them. Our credit
department is going to cooperate 100% so don't let
a customer tell you he can't afford a certain item. Encourage him to buy, buy, buy.
Take a tip from our clothing department. They are
on the ball. They've collected all their buying mistakes in the necktie line and put them in the "Men's
Shop for Women Only" on the mezzanine. They are
also featuring the slogan "Get your man the item he
hasn't bought himself." They are being real honest
about this and getting out all of the stuff that has been
on their inventory for ages because men haven't and
won't buy it.
Don't get wild ideas. Leave that to us. A member
of our department, in a planning meeting last Febru·
ary, not only had the affrontery to call our plans, outlined above, "blatant nonsense" and "over-commercialization," but he had the crazy idea of stressing peace
and goodwill, and even wanted to put ads about peace
and some other stuff that sounded Communistic to me
in the newspapers, ads that didn't try to sell any of our
products. Let the fact that this man is no longer with
us be an incentive to you to do your best and get the
most out of the Christmas season for the Lavish Department Store.
Cordially,
George (Big) Blow
Head, Advertising and Promotion

•

•

•

•

•

George himself may be a figment of imagination,
but George Blows do exist and you have surely experienced some of their handiwork.
We wish you a blessed Christmas and hope you will
"get the most out of the Christmas season" by remembering God's gift of His only Son.
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The Theatre

Slickness and Substance
By VVALTER SoRELL
Drama Editor
For the theatre-goer the question often arises whether
he prefers a play of substance which may have its
structural faults to the slick play which has less to say
but says it well. A case in point is "The Gang's All
Here" by Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. Lee who
have turned out a polished piece of craftsmanship in
their portrait of an American president who is a
nonentity and pawn in the hands of rotten politicians.
VVith well known types - although all names are fictitious - the authors created an idiomatic play which
tries to show us how great and important the office of
the President is by presenting the coin's reverse. With
\1elvin Douglas in the lead and a fast paced dialogue
that is witty it could not miss.
We are used to seeing good actors carry a dragging
play to success, but when we see Julie Harris in the insipid concoction of "The Warm Peninsula" triumph
over the charmlessness of Joe Masteroff's pen we must
take off our hats and bow. Kim Stanley does even
better. Anita Loos has taken two novels of the famous
Colette and condensed them into a little play of full
length. But Miss Stanley's achievement in "Cheri" is
an incredible tour de force which makes you forget the
failure of the drama in which a kept man prefers suicide
to an unpleasant old age. But he who hasn't seen
Kim Stanley in the part of the wise, middle-aged
cocotte who tries to resist the temptation of falling in
love with a young man, does not know that Miss Stanley
is about to become one of our greatest actresses.
Although a minor Shaw still fills the stage with his
wit at any time, the producers of his Chekhovian excursion in "Heartbreak House" seemed to have been of
the opinion that only six stars could give it the necessary
public appeal. Written in 1919, the play attempts to
show how the ruling society wastes its lives and time.
The sardonic seriousness with which Shaw shows the
frivolous idleness and gawdy emptiness of this clique
is pathetic and a warning cry to all those who are
willing to heed Shaw's message. Under Harold Clurman's direction, Maurice Evans, Pamela Brown, Sam
Levine, and others gave this satire the glittering life it
deserves.
Among the more interesting off-Broadway productions was Franz Spencer's comedy-drama "The Villa of
Mme. Vidac" which is a tongue-in-cheek idea of a crazy
man running a house somewhere in France which
could be tagged a suicide bordello for disillusioned
mankind. How his perverted mind does away with
people who seek his help in leaving the world is partly
ti

absorbing, partly irritating.
But what the play
lacks to succeed are witty lines which alone can keep
such a story from collapsing. And so it did.
Leo Tolstoy's "Power of Darkness" is one of the
great spiritual plays, proving how one evil thought
leads to many evil deeds. This is a rarely seen work
of undisguised naturalism, a wallowing in human mire.
but not for the mere sake of picturing the horror of
human depravity. Tolstoy created this tragedy of
sin to show man's transfiguration through expiation
and to give us a higher understanding of our weaknesses
through pity. We must be grateful for the opportunil)
to have seen it. But how wonderful had it been, if the
production had been handled less haphazardly. Its unevenness resulted mainly from the producer's more than
laudable idea of having Vladimir Sokoloff portray
Akim, the simple and simple-minded peasant, through
whom we hear the voice of God. He caught Tolstoy's
spirit and understood his message. But all others
acted as if they had been cast in the latest William Inge.
It made Tolstoy appear as a hack writer.
Probably the greatest play 0'.1\eill ever wrote - at
least the one closest to his heart - is "The Great God
Brown." \<\1 ith Dostoyevskyan penetration into the
psych e of his hero, Dian Anthony, O'Neill shows in
naked self-identification how sensitivity pitted against
a cold, materialistic, money-minded world makes a
shambles of his life, a drunkard and neurotic of a great
artist who feels torn between the sensuous power of
Dionysus and his flesh-denying Christian feelings which
he imbibed in his childhood.
O 'Neill experimented with masks in this play to demonstrate the dualism in man. In fact, he was so much
c:oncerned with his hero's psyche that he overlooked
the basic rules of dramaturgy and wrote a third act
which is essentially a different play. He also neglected
the clear drawing of his characters' contours which
could have made them real and fully three-dimensional.
Thus he wrote a most absorbing play with depth and
a meaningfulness which goes beyond the usual message
of any dramatic work. And this in spite of its glaring
imperfections.
Stuart Vaughan created out of the elusiveness of
characters and story an intense human drama. His
imaginative staging had an incessant flow of movement.
With the right tonal and linear emphases he has come
up with a perfect production for the "Phoenix Theatre."
Fritz Weaver as Dion Anthony was the instrument best
attuned to the director's intentions.
THE CRESSET

"I am the Alpha and the Omega," says the Lord God, who
is and who was and who is to come, the Almighty. (Revelation
of St. John 1 :8, RSV)
God, Who alone knows the beginning of time because He
is already in the beginning, and also knows the end of time
because He is already the end of time, stands in the middle
of time as both Lord and Redeemer.
He is Beginning and
End - and Everything in the Middle. He both entered time
and continues not only to rule over it but to enter it always in
His Word. He comes as lord and Judge over men in time;
He comes as Redeemer of men, the One Who came and suffered and died and rose from the dead to redeem men, and
therefore their time.
Today becomes decisive because He confronts us today .
There will be a day which is the Last Day . He will be there .
For the last time He will face men as Judge and Redeemer .
Today is crucial because He decisively faces us now to establish
a relationship with us which determines our relationship to
Him on that Last Day.
Advent comprehends all tenses. Hence , the Church readies

herself now on the basis of His past Act in order to be ready
for His Final Act. Readiness now is receiving His description
of His past work as He comes to us with this Work in that
description, both verbal and sacramental.
The Cresset presents the following materials especially to families, urging
them as God's little communities of priests in their homes to
use with each other both the words and the times to prepare
themselves in the Church's waiting for Her Lord .
But the Church does not wait as if Christ had not yet been
born.
Advent and Christmas are not a time for "playing
like" the Incarnation had not yet happened. Because He has
come, grace is a new and spontaneous gift each day and
hour of the Church's existence.
Because of His Incarnation
and Resurrection from the dead , the Church is confident of
His "incarnation" now in the lives of her people through the
Spirit's work in the Gospel. Our waiting, then, is the waiting that is engaged in the Word of God, now. Here is the
real medium for His sharing Himself with us, and the basis
for solid hope of consummation when He comes again in
glory .

Once He Came

,
In

Blessing

Once He came in blessing
All our ills redressing;
Came in likeness lowly,
Son of God most holy;
Bore the Cross to save us,
Hope and freedom gave us .

St ill He comes within us ,
Still His voice would win us
From the sins that hurt us,
Would to Truth convert us
From our fool ish errors
Ere He comes in terrors .
Thus, if thou hast known Him ,
Not ashamed to own him ,
But wilt trust Him boldly,
Nor dost love Him coldly,
He will then rece ive Thee
Heal thee and forgive Thee .

He who thus endureth
Br ight reward secureth .
Come, then, 0 lord Jesus ,
From our sins release us;
Let us here confess Thee
Till in heaven we bless Thee .
John Roh , 1544
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The Use of the Advent Wreath

Then sing the hymn for the day (and if the family cannot
The family project of making an Advent wreath begins the
familY's group preparation for the Christmas celebration .
Make a wreath of wood or metal, supplied with one candle
for each day of the season .
candles white.

Make Sunday candles red, daily

The candles ought to be about eight inches

the

beginning

of each

devotional

period

light

the

by the Psalm .
Following the Hymn , the family prays the Advent Litany .
Close the Devotional service with the Apostolic Blessing :
the fellowship of the Holy Ghost be with us all.

Amen."

The Great 0 Antiphons of Advent are an ancient form of

candles which have been lit for previous days.
Make the sign of the Holy Cross and say: "In · the Name
of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.

Amen ."

Read the prophecy for the day (see page 1 0) and light the
candle for the day just before the reading.
Older children in the family can write out the memory
verse for the day on a paper cut in the shape of a star.
star can be hung from the candle for the day.

On Sundays the Hymn is preceded

"The Grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Love of God, and

high and no less than one half inch in diameter.
At

sing it, it should be read) .

This

devotion which the family can begin to use daily on December 17, either in place of the Advent Litany or in addition
They have been set in the form of a Versicle and
to it.
Response prayer in order that the entire family can participate in them.
The appropriate verse of the Hymn, "Oh
come, Oh come, Emmanuel ," may be sung after the corresponding 0

Antiphon .

At this point

the verse can be memorized by the family .

THE CRF.SSF.T

0 Lord, How Shall I Meet Thee
0 lord, how shall I meet Thee,
How welcome Thee aright?
Thy people long to greet Thee,
My Hope, my heart's Delight!
0 kindle, lord most holy,
Thy lamp within my breast
To do in spirit lowly
All that may please Thee best.
Thy Zion strews before Thee
Green boughs and fairest palms,
And I, too, will adore Thee
With joyous songs and psalms.
My heart shall bloom forever
For Thee with praises new
And from Thy name shall never
Withhold the honor due.
lay in fetters, groaning,
Thou com'st to set me free;
stood, my shame bemoaning,
Thou com'st to honor me;
A glory Thou dost give me,
A treasure safe on high,
That will not fail or leave me
As earthly riches fly.
love caused Thy incarnation,
love brought Thee down to me;
Thy thirst for my salvation
Procured my liberty.
0 love beyond all telling
That led Thee to embrace,
In love all love excelling
Our lost and fallen race!
Sin's debt, that fearful burden,
let not your souls distress;
Your guilt the lord will pardon
And cover by His grace.
He comes, for men procuring
The pe·ace of sin forgiven
For all God's sons securing
Their heritage in heaven.
He comes to judge the nations,
A terror to His foes,
A light of conso lations
And blessed Hope to those
Who love the l ord's appearing,
0 g lorious Sun, now come,
Send forth Thy beams so cheering,
And guide us safely home.
- Paul Gerhardt, 1653
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Prophecies, Hymns, and Psalms
DAY

PROPHECY

HYMN*

PSALM

COLLECT FOR THE FIRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT (to be prayed throughout the
week). "Stir up, we beseech Thee, Thy power, 0 Lord, and come, that by Thy
protection we may be rescued from the threatening perils of our sins and saved
by Thy mighty deliverance; who livest and reignest with the Father and the
Holy Ghost, ever one God, world without end. Amen."

I Week in Advent
November 29
November 30
December
December 2
December 3
December 4
December 5

Genesis 3:1-15 (15)**
Genesis 12:1-7 (3)
Genesis 22:1-19 (18)
Deuteronomy 18:15-22 (15)
II Samuel 7:4-17 (13)
Isaiah 9 : 1-6 (6)
Isaiah 2:1 ·5 (3)

61
74
70
59
57
73
64

24

II Week in Advent
COLLECT FOR THE SECOND WEEK IN ADVENT (to be prayed throughout the week) .
"Stir up our hearts, 0 Lord, to make ready the way of Thine only-begotten Son ,
so that by His coming we may be enabled to serve Thee with pure minds; through
the same Jesus Christ Thy Son our Lord, Who livest and reignest with Thee and
the Holy Ghost, ever one God, world without end . Amen."
December 6
Isaiah 40:1·11 (11)
61
2
December 7
Isaiah 42:1-10 (3)
58
December 8
Isaiah 49:1-6 (6)
55
Isaiah 59 : 16-21 (20)
59
December 9
December 10
Isaiah 60 : 1·3 (1)
56
December 11
Isaiah 61 :1- 11 (1, 2)
74
December 12
Isaiah 53:1-9 (4·6)
75

Ill Week in Advent
COLLECT FOR THE THIRD WEEK IN ADVENT (to be prayed throughout the week) .
"Lord, we beseech Thee, give ear to our prayers ~nd lighten the darkness of our
hearts by Thy gracious visitation; Who livest and reignest with the Father and
the Holy Ghost, ever one God, world without end. Amen."
December 13
Malachi 3: 1· 6 (1)
63
132
December 14
Jeremiah 23:3-8 (5)
68
December 15
Jeremiah 30:18-22 (22)
60
December 16
Zechariah 9:9- 11 (9)
67
December 17
Ezekiel 34 : 11-23 (23)
69
December 18
Malachi 4:1-6 (2)
64
December 19
Micah 5:2-4 (2)
66

IV Week in Advent
COLLECT FOR THE FOURTH WEEK IN ADVENT (to be prayed throughout the week).
"Stir up, 0 Lord, we beseech Thee, Thy power and come and with great might
succor us that by the help of Thy grace whatsoever is hindered by our sins may
be speedily accomplished through Thy mercy and satisfaction; Who livest and
reignest with the Father and the Holy Ghost, ever one God, world without
end. Amen ."
Matthew 1 :2 0-23 (23)
143
72
December 20
Luke 1 :5-25 (25)
64
December 21
66
Luke 1:26-56 (31)
December 22
Luke 1 :57-80 (68)
71
December 23
94 (and others)
Luke 2:1-20 (11)
December 24
*The numbers of the Hymns are from The Lutheran Hymnal, Concordia Publishing House,
1941.
**The number in brackets () is a suggested memory verse which an appointed mem·
ber(s) of the family can write out on a paper star and suspend by a string from the
candle for the day.
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The Advent Litany
VI

Lord, have mercy upon us.

Rl

LORD, HAVE MERCY UPON US.

VI

Christ, have mercy upon us.

Rl

CHRIST, HAVE MERCY UPON US.

VI

Lord, have mercy upon us.

Rl

LORD, HAVE MERCY UPON US .

VI

JESUS, Name called Wonderful;
JESUS, our great Counsellor;
JESUS, True and Mighty God;
JESUS, Everlasting Father;
JESUS, Prince of Peace;

Rl

WE PRAISE AND BLESS THY HOLY NAME.

VI

JESUS, Son of David;
JESUS, Branch of Jesse;
JESUS, Rose of Sharon;
JESUS, Lily of the Valleys;
JESUS, Bright and Morning Star;

Rl

DELIVER US FROM OUR SINS, WE BESEECH THEE.

VI

JESUS, Sceptre of Israel;
JESUS, Light of the Gentiles;
JESUS, Desire of all Nations;
JESUS, Lawgiver, Priest, Judge and King;

Rl

HELP US AND BLESS US.

VI

0 Jesus, hear us;

Rl

AND PREPARE US FOR THY COMING .

VI

Gather Thine ancient people, the Jews, unto Thyself;
Cause all the Gentiles to come to Thy light and truth;
Convert all kings and rulers to fall down before Thee,
and to desire Thy beauty;

Rl

HEAR OUR PRAYER, 0 LORD, AND LET OUR CRY COME
UNTO THEE .

VI

Help Thy messengers to prepare the way before Thee in
every land;
Let all the nations fear Thee as long as the sun and moon
endure, throughout all generations;
Endue Thy ministers with righteousness and knowledge;
Preserve all who put their trust in Thee;
And give peace unto all Thy people;

Rl

HEAR OUR PRAYER, 0 LORD, AND LET OUR CRY COME
UNTO THEE.

VI

Prepare us for Thy coming;

Rl

AND SAVE US FROM OUR SINS.

Together:

DF.CF.MBER
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OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN . . .

1I

This m ed iev al h y mn is n va.< ifi ca tion of four of th e Advent 0
1. Oh, come, oh, come , Emmanuel ,
And ransom captive Israel

3 . Oh , come, Thou Dayspr ing from on high ,
And cheer us by Thy drawing nigh;

That mourns in lonely exile here

Disperse the gloomy clouds of night

Until the Son of God appear .

And death's dark shadows put to f li ght.

Rejoice!

Rejoice!

Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, 0 Israel.
2. Oh, come, Thou Rod of Jesse, free

Rejoice!

Rejo ice!

Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, 0 Israel.
4 . Oh , come, Thou Key of David , come

Thine own from Satan's tyranny;

And open wide our heavenly home;

From depths of hell Thy people save

Make safe the way that leads on high

And give them victory o'er the grave.

And close the path to m isery .

Rejoice!

Rejoice!

Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, 0 Israel.

12

Antipho ns.

Rejoice!

Rejoice!

Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, 0 Israel.

THE CRESSET

The Great 0 Antiphons of Advent
I.

0 WISDOM, that earnest out of the mouth of the Most
High, reaching from one end to another, mightily and
sweetly ordering all things:
R/

II.

COME TO TEACH US THE WAY OF UNDERSTANDING.

0 LORD, and Leader of the house of Israel, Who didst
appear to Moses in the flame of the burning bush, and
gavest the Law on Sinai :
R/

Ill.

COME TO DELIVER US WITH AN OUTSTRETCHED
ARM.

0 ROOT OF JESSE, Who standest for an ensign to the
people; before Whom kings shall shut their mouths,
Whom nations shall entreat:
R/

IV.

COME TO DELIVER US NOW, TARRY NOT.

0 KEY OF DAVID, and Sceptre of the house of Israel,
Who openest and no man shutteth, and shuttest and
no man openeth:
R/

COME AND BRING FORTH THE PRISONER OUT
OF THE PRISON HOUSE, WHERE HE SITTETH IN
DARKNESS AND IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH .

V.

0 DAYSPRING, Splendor of the eternal Light and Sun of
Righteousness:
R/

COME AND ENLIGHTEN THOSE WHO SIT IN
DARKNESS AND IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH.

VI.

0 KING OF GENTILES, Thou Whom they long for, and
Cornerstone that makest both one :
R/

COME AND SAVE MAN,
WHOM
FORMEDST OUT OF THE CLAY.

THOU

VII. 0 EMMANUEL, our King and Law-giver, the Expected One
of the Gentiles, and their Saviour:
R/

COME TO SAVE US, 0 LORD OUR GOD!

AMEN

Text by Kenneth Korby, assistant professor of 1·eli·
gzon, and illustrations by Ernest C. Schwidder, instruc·
tor .in art, both of Valparaiso University.
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VERSE
FOR TRANSPLANT
Trusting in God to make Heaven Heaven
With the same skill He exercised
In making Earth Earth,
1 shall not be suddenly bereft
Of Earth, grieving for such as frog songs
And a tortuously wrought tree.
To fa&ten my spirit's acquisitive
Tentacles upon them would not buy
Flesh's demoralizing inconstancies for long
but here
I am so much immersed in Earth I am surelY
thinking
Of storing up remembrances against our cleavage.
Logic is flown, as far removed
:\s a monitor's rapping on windowglass.
BILLIE :\[EYER . \ :\DERSO:\

LOGIC
This is the ci rcle that all men must ride
After they've labored the fact strewn trail
Up through a tangled mind to " ·here the gale
Of the great unknown blows co ld on the side
Of the one impassable peak . 1\ow tried
Arc all the mind 's stratagems, and to fail
Here is to start the long " ·ay down , all pale
And bitter away (rom the place one died .
Some few, life-blinded, see the hidden "· a~;
The rest mu st hold a stea d y treadmill cour~c·
\Vithin the shadow of the all, now grc>ping
To hold their place, mere men against deca~· .
Now saintly certain of th e eternal source,
Held thus, now believing, now hut hoping.
l\f ARlO:\

:\ [ 0:\T(;0:'\1 ER Y

IN SEARCH OF
Where find the mutilated torso
as each and ever is
by the hand of
when God never so mutilated
The pilgrimage an in credible voyage
the trail lifting abruptly
at the seco nd turn beyond the end
of the \\'orld
- \ Vhere blood has heen ~hed
every man of his brotherOr the hotly
as each and eY(:r is
hidd en under the LtH bed
in the Li~t room
the hallwa~ lifting abruptly
The he; trt emaciated
tho ugh the (;od or hearts
at the 'econd wrn beyond the end
had dconcd that a II hearts
-.hould he overllowinf!;

LINGERING DREAM
In the platitude of morning I awoke
hut still the drenn la y with me
to invad e the coming day ,
spilling- ragg-ed echoes on the dawn
and once ;tg;tin through corridors of hat e
in robber dark
I dutch cd at lock ed ami bolted door>
to seck a quick e'c;tpe;

EQUATIONS
The wonderful, pitiful people
Of the poignant hours must lose
Despair in cherry-blossom blows
or white-raptured bloom .
And tired old bodies shuddering
Where misfortune grimly dwells,
Should find sharps and flings of JOY
Dripping the starry night.
Consecration's cosmic cry
rvl ust discover those in stress,
·w hen exultant birdsongs dip
Like fingers in fonts of famished hearts.
As singing night-winds swift deploy,
To close the narrow gap betwixt
God and his lonel y lost.
EDWARD 1\'lcNAMF.F.

aga i 11 lea 11 faces of the dc;td
peered from beyond the Yeil ,
whose sudd en and en I ig-h tened eye~
had SCell iII to the truth.
CtL\RI.F~ Sll ,\\\'

TOMORROW KITE
Red paper streamers on taut wire
Cold fire.
Color's insistent Yoi ce
Denies futilit y.
One time a small boy's choice,
'Vinged hope to conq uer space,
From Earth to !\Iars in wind-timed race .. .
Will his tomorro·w-kite make dreams reality?
MAuDE RuBIN

THE

CRESSF..T

From the Chapel

The Way Christ Comes
BY THE REVEREND wAYNE SAFFEN

Pastor of Grace Lutheran Church
Oberlin, Ohio
Your King comes to you!
- Saint Matthew 21:5
Always the Unexpected! Always in humility. AI·
ways by faith. Always by the Word of God. This is
the Way Christ comes.
He came to pre-Christians by God's Word of Promise.
He was diffused in universal and variant hopes, His
Image unclear in ancient religions, but His Coming
certain and hoped for. The Jews alone had the Word
of Promise to match the universal intuition of hope.
Not in visions generally (Daniel), still less often in
docetic materializations (the "Angel of the Lord" who
wrestled with Jacob), but almost always in the prophetic
Word and Promises of God - this is the way Christ
came to pre-Christians.
He came at Bethlehem, quite unexpectedly, as a
Child! How unlike our ideas of the gods. Why,
even Venus rises full-grow·n from the sea. But when
God does come, He becomes incarnate of the Virgin
Mary by the Holy Spirit as a human foetus. A mere
slip of a girl - Martin Luther thinks she was a sixteen
year old teen-ager - a girl from Nazareth named Mary
becomes Theotokos - the Bearer of God - the Mother
of God. This is the name applied to Mary by the
Council of Ephesus in 431, when it defined the true
deity of Christ by insisting that it was the God-man
that Mary bore within her womb during the nine month
gestation period.
He came to Jordan to be baptized by John, the Lutheran . He came preaching - preaching the Kingdom
of God, the Sermon on the Mount, the Parables, the
discourses about God, His Father. He came calling
- calling disciples.
He came healing! He came among the chronically
ill, the lepers, the blind, the deaf, the dumb, the paralytic, the ulcerated, the hopeless cases. He came also as
Physician and Psychiatrist (healer of souls) to the moral
outcasts of society, the political grafters, the prostitutes,
the alcoholics, the decadent, the deranged. He came
to save, to heal, to restore.
He also came among His own! But His own received Him not.
He came to Church! To His Father's House! To
the temple, where He taught as One who had authority.
He came to Jerusalem, the City of God! The Son
of David rode into Jerusalem sitting upon a donkey,
feted by the Palm Sunday crowds and acclaimed with
DECEMBER
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Hosannas. He had come to eat a Last Supper of Passover with His friends.
He came to Calvary! Behold, the Lamb of God
who takes away the sins of the world!
He came back from the dead! He came back to
haunt guilty men who thought they had wrapped Him
up and put Him away for good. He disturbs them
still! But His return from that land from whose bo1,1rne
Shakespeare says no traveller has ever returned gave
heart to disheartened and discouraged disciples. He
broke into a closed room noiselessly. He appeared in
the breaking of bread. He came to broil fish by the
lakeshore in Galilee at dawn to eat with His disciples.
So close is our Risen Lord still to our humanity and our
common life.
He came from the Father into the world. This is the
meaning of the Incarnation. He came to seek and to
save those who are lost and to give His life a Ransom
for all. This is the meaning of the Atonement. He
came back from the dead to visit and reassure disciples,
then to go back to the Father. This is the meaning of
th~ Ascension. He came back to the Father to send His
Holy Spirit. This is the meaning of Pentecost. He
goes back to the Father to prepare a place for us and
to wme again with power and glory at the world's
end. This is the meaning of Judgment Day. It is the
final focus of our hope as we look for One who came as
promised, and who promises to come again. In the
meantime He sends out His disciples to proclaim His
Word, with which He is always present. This is the
meaning of mission. He sends them forth to baptize,
to teach, and to gather believers into Communion with
Christ. This is the meaning of the Church.
He comes to each of us as our personal Savior and
Lord. He comes via the "living Word" of the Gospel
voiced by God's preachers, revealed from faith through
faith to faith. He does not agree to pre-conditioning
His appearance by faith in the emotionally charged
atmosphere of an amphitheater with an electronic organ
in the background to coax His Presence. We may not
schedule Him for a time slot on a television program!
He does not come in some night vision! He is not
found at the end of a book of spiritual exercises! He
comes not in a surge of religious feeling and experience!
But He comes by the means of Grace by His Gospel
when it is proclaimed, shared, witnessed, and set forth
in the Holy Communion. Where His Word and Sacraments are, there is Christ - in Church, in the congrega15

tion, in Christian homes, within every Christian whereever he is at any time.
"How shall they believe in Him of whom they
have never heard? And how shall they believe
without a preacher? And how can one preach,
unless he is sent? So, then, faith comes by
hearing, and hearing by the preaching of the
Word of Christ."

Letter from

Xanadut Nebr.
----By

This is the way Christ comes! It is the only way He
comes to you and me. But when He comes in this way,
He comes also in all the other ways He has ever come
before - as the memory of faith 'makes the past con·
temporary, as we participate in the Gospel as eyewitnesses of His glory along with Peter and John, as we
know with Paul Whom we believe (not only what
we believe), as we participate in the Liturgical service
of God in the sacramental life of the Communion of
Saints, and as we look for Him to come again with
glory, our old familiar Friend.
Now, are we ready? Are we ready, really ready for
Christmas? Are we ready for Lent - and Palm Sunday - and Good Friday - and Easter - and :\scension
- and Pentecost? Are we ready to hear the Gospel,
new again? Are we ready for a brand new Church
Year of spiritual growth in faith, love, understanding,
hope, and service? Are we ready for Christ to dwell in
our hearts by faith?
Are we ready to tell the world that our King comes?
You tell the world we're ready!
"Maranthn! Even so, come Lord Jesus~··

G.

G.----

Dear Editor:
Well, I hate to see it happen so soon, but it lookslike Homer is going to have to decide whether he is
going to be boss in his own family or whether his wife
is going to wear the pants.
Every year for as long as 1 can remember, our whole
family has been together at Christmas and the l\Iissus
and I naturally took it for granted that that's the way
it would be this year. So we wrote Homer and
Pamela, asking them when they would he coming out
and lo and behold a letter comes hack saying that the
Schtuncks had inYited them to Seward for Christmas
and they \rere going there.
\\'ell. I got right on the phone and gave Homer a
piece of my mind. Ry golly, he's still our son even if
he is married and he knows our family traditions as
"·ell as any of us. So he hemmed and hawed about
how the Schtuncks had in\'ited them and we hadn't
and he didn't see how they could hack out now and
anyway Pamela was an only child while we still have
Trudy, and I told him to stop the nonsense and answer
my yuestion: \\'as he or wasn't he going to spend
Christmas with us like he always had and like we
always expected him to?
I told him right out, I said, "Homer, you know well
enough this was all cooked up between Pamela and
her folks that you \\'Ou!d spend Christmas with them."
I said, "Listen, Homer, you\·e only been married six
months and it's time somebody told you. It isn ' t going
to kill us if you go to Seward for Christmas. But it's
the principle of the thing. For your own sake, you've
got to assert yourseiL Otherwise these Schtuncks will
have you wrapped around their fingers ." "For heaven's
sake, Homer," I said, "who wears the pants in your
family, you or Pamela?"
\Vel! , I don't know how much good it all did, but
maybe it will put a little steel into the boy's backbone.
It's not as though I don't want him to be on good
terms with his in-laws, but you give that mother of
Pamela's an inch and she'll take a mile, sure as
shootin'. I know her type, and the sooner you put
your foot down with that type the better off you are.
G .G.

robert charles brown
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P.S. The mail man was just here and brought a
letter from Homer and Pamela. I guess Homer did
put his foot down because they are not going to visit
either .family. 'Vel!, h<1lf a loaf is better than none.
THE CRESSET

The Music Room

.

No Composer Lives 1n a Vacuum
By

It is good to study music in a rigidly systematic manner. Often, however, it is exciting to do so helter-skelter, as it were, and on the basis of sudden impulses.
The tonal art is always full of surprises. Among many
other things, one soon discovers that no composer ever
lived - or lives - in a vacuum.
I have just listened to a recent recdrding of Johannes
Brahms's second piano concerto. As I did so, I marveled again at the great master's workmanship, at his
uncanny sense of proportion, at his never-failing ability
to create unforgettable melodies, and at his way of
giving pithy emphasis to the power of contrast.
In more than one respect Brahms's music is a synthesis of much of what was old at his time and some things
that were relatively new. His works abound in Teutonic sturdiness. At the same time they often reflect
the gay spirit of Vienna, where many nationalities met.
It was in this part of Europe that Wolfgang Amadeus
Mozart, one of the greatest of all masters, fused Germanic sturdiness and Italian sunniness with consummate skill. And it was here that sharp-tongued Eduard
Hanslick, one of the most outspoken of all critics, inveighed sharply against the new paths being trod by
a Titan named Richard Wagner and took up the cudgels for Brahms.
Is there anything Viennese in Brahms's second piano
concerto? Yes. No composer can ever escape the influence of climate and environment. Brahms was no
exception. Just as the foehn that blows in Vienna often
contributed much to the character of his melodies, so
sunny forces from the south sometimes found expression in what he wrote. Think of the fourth movement
of his Piano Concerto No. 2. Most performances of
this great work fail, I believe, to enable one to be aware
of anything sunny in its pages; for the composition is
so difficult that perhaps nine pianists out of ten cannot avoid playing it in a heavy-handed way. Only an
artist equipped with phenomenal technical facility can
give adequate and pertinent expression to what Brahms
put into this concerto.
These thoughts prompted me to listen to some Italian
music. I decided to go back many years. A sudden impulse led me to the gifted Girolamo Frescobaldi (15931643), who was organist at St. Peter's in Rome for
thirty-five years. I listened to some of Frescobaldi's organ works and to a few of the pieces he wrote for the
harpsichord. Did any of this music remind me of what
Brahms composed many years later? No. But much
of it caused me to think of Wagner, who, like Heinrich
Schuetz and Frescobaldi, set great store by the magic
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of what is called chromaticism. Frescobaldi was a
genius. He proved once more how exciting it can be
to study music on the basis of suddent impulses.
Then I turned to George Frideric Handel, who
particularly in the early part of his career - was immersed in the spirit of Italy. I listened to Handel's
Royal Fireworks Music and to three of his concerti
grossz. Here, too, I found Teutonic sturdiness tinged
in many places with the sunniness of the south. In
Handel the sunniness of Italy is much more noticeable
than it ever is in music from the pen of Johann Sebastian Bach, another master who neither could nor did
escape learning from others. But Bach never had Handel's immediate contact with Italy. His contact with
this land came from books and scores. But it is there.
Like Schuetz, Frescobaldi, Handel, and Brahms, Bach
did not and could not live in a vacuum.
After I had heard Brahms, Frescobaldi, and Handel, I
listened by way of TV to erudite Leonard Bernstein's
masterfully proportioned reading of the exciting first
movement of Dimitri Shostakovich's Leningrad Symphony. The stunning and long-drawn-out crescendo in this
part of the work reminded me of what Maurice Ravel did
in his Bolero. Then I thought again of what Shostakovich owes to Gustav Mahler in the matter of instrumentation. And Mahler, you know, lived for a long time
in Vienna.
Does Shostakovich live, move, and have his being in
a Soviet vacuum? By no means. Even though he cajoles himself into believing that he can write music
completely in accord with the ideology of his native
country, he, too, has drunk deep draughts of the influence of other lands, other peoples, and other forms of
expression.
It is fun to go on the prowl now and then in the vast
world of music. In fact, I often wonder whether there
is a better way to realize that no composer ever lived or lives - in a vacuum.

Some Recent Recordings
LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Symphony No.9, in D Minor .
The Columbia Symphony Orchestra unde-r Bruno Walter, wjth
Emilia Cundari, soprano; Nell Rankin, mezzo-soprano; William
Wilderman, bass; Albert Da Costa, tenor; and the Westminster
Symphonic Choir. A completely thrilling performance of this
great masterpiece. Walter goes to the very core of the work.
RICHARD WAGNER.
Siegfried Idyll and
Columbia. Traeume JOHANNES BRAHMS. Variations on a Theme by
Haydn. The Philharmonia Orchestra under Paul Kletzki . . Incisive and stirring readings under a conductor equipped with
outstanding ability. Angel.
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The Fine Arts

Simplicity and Christmas
-------·-------------- B y

In all the world there is perhaps no more chaste and
simple writing than in the first two chapters of Saint
Luke. The clean beauty of simplicity makes every
line and thought glow with the Glory of eternity.
As the Feast of the Nativity approaches once more,
tinsel breaks out and ad writers have a field day. Only
rarely does one see a truly original creche or manger,
lovingly built by hand, for the enshrinement of the
the blessed Nativity of our
world's loveliest story
Lord.
Before the advent of the commercially prepared
nativity scenes, there was a great deal of pride in the
honest achievement of the house father and mother in
preparing Christmas for the children around the cen·
tral miracle of the Bethlehem scene.
There has been a strong revival of interest in work
of this kind throughout Europe and in some places in
America. Texas boasts some excellent carvers of nativi·
ty scenes; Norway and Sweden have given us new
approaches; the Italian Tyrol has begun to break with
the traditional forms and' create "new mangers."
Two excellent examples of modern approaches to
the early scenes in Saint Luke's Gospel are shown in
the pictures. The first represents a beautiful "Annun·
ciation" carved in 1952 by Heribert Bartscht and still
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in his possession. The material is lindenwood o£ an
exceptional texture and workability.
The picture on the right is a typical German "Krip·
penbaum." It too is made from lindenwood and is
peculiarly attractive in its many barely suggested details. Note, for instance, the Christchild Himself;
Joseph, as a kind of afterthought; the ox and ass on
either side of the post supporting the lantern; the angel
bringing the news; the second angel with the book
from which music flows down over the Holy Family;
the Magi with their varying traditional racial characteristics very clearly shown.
Over such things, a man gains his freedom to think
and dream and pray. The concepts of the artists only
call to mind what great things are happening here but
they do not bind your heart to fixed images or toofamiliar signs.
The artist who carved the "Krippenbaum" is Ferdinand Filler. He worked at it on and off for about five
years, between 1950 and 1955.
Who will issue a call to the carvers and whittlers to
think again about what their hands find to do and perhaps bring us too a revival of faith at work in our hands
to make the image of the love of God more real for many people?

THE CRESSET

BOOKS OF THE MONTH
RELIGION
8ETWEEN THE TESTAMENTS

By Charles . F. Pfeiffer (•Baker, $2.95)
One of the most wholesome developments in recent years for the study of the
New Testament is the resurgence of interest in the intertestamental period. The
revelation of God takes place in history and
is given its unique cast by the history in
which i·t enfolds. If this be true of God's
l~rmer revelation, it is preeminentl y true
of\ God's final and definitive revelation of
Himself in Jesus Christ. Thus, an understanding of history assumes a prime ancillary role toward a fuller understanding of
the divine revelation. Ind eed, without the
former, it is problematic whether the latter can make its full impact at all. With
the publication of a volume like John
Bright's The Kingdom of God, the student
of the Scriptures reaches a kind of point of
no return. He cannot go hack to an historical study of the Bible ; yet at the same
time, there might seem to be certain risks
involved in proceeding .farther. But the
Christian oonfession of th e . "one Lord
Jesus Christ, Who for us men and for our
salvation came down from heaven and was
incarnate by the Holy Ghost of the Virgin
Mary and was made M•a n," obligates the
serious student of theology to take seriously
as well, the historical framework of the
divine revelation.
Take just one example as a case in
point. How will the student of the New
Testament ever arrive at a proper evaluation of Jesus' conflict with the Pharisees
(so central in the Gospel narratives) without an understanding of the Pharisaic spirit?
Yet its roots go back at least ·as far as the
return from Exile, and the succession of
the historical events during the "silent"
four centuries left its cumulative effect indelibly impressed upon that party which
proved ro be the Divine Majesty's disloyal opposition. It may he true, on the
other hand, that an understanding of
Pharisaic theology, deeply rooted in Israel's history, sheds new light on the mission
and message of Jesus.
Charles Pfeiffer's book provides a comprehensive outline of that portion of intertestamental history which directly or indirectly touches the Jewish nation. It attempts nothing more.
But in this reviewer's judgment the author's 124 pages
do accomplish his stated purpose, namely,
"to oudine the broader movements and
background necessary for the appraisal of
those movements which immediately precede the advent of the Savior." He out-
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lines the background, but makes no appraisal.
This severely limits the usefulness of- his volume. As a history text-book,
it would appear to be a bit too sketchy, and
as •a source book for relating history and
theology, it alludes to those problems only
which are altogether obvious to anyone prepared to engage in such an undertaking.
WALTER

E.

KELLER

THE GREAT 0 ANTIPHONS OF ADVENT

English translations by Arthur Carl Piepkorn; musical settings by Healy Willan
(Concordia Publishing House, $1.50).
And a Bulletin Service folder, "An Advent D evotion Based on the Great 0 Antiphons," $5.00 per I 00.
Choirs, choirmasters and congregations
will appreciate greatly this text and musical setting -for the great 0 Antiphons of
Advent. And surely pastors will welcome
the folder insert for home devotions.
The music does not appear to be beyond
the range of most choirs.
Dr. Piepkorn has written a short history
of the use of th e 0 Antiphons. There follows an Advent devotion based on the 0
Antiphons, and a Christmas Eve devotion,
also based on them.
There are alternate antiphons for December 18, St. Thomas' Day (D ecember 21 ) ,
and settings for the Magnificat and Nunc
Dimittis.
The complete score sells for $1.50 each.
Choir copies of the Antiphons are 25c each;
the settings for the Magnificat and Nunc
Dimittis are also available at 25c pe-r copy.
It is to be hoped that Concordia con tinues
this kind of publication of good musical
settings for great devotional materials of
the Church.
KENNETH

F.
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THE TRANSITS OF VENUS: A STUDY OF
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY SCIENCE

By Harry Woolf (Princeton University
Press, $6.00)
The majestic mechanics of the umverse
are such that in regu1ar cycles of 243
years the planet Venus passel! between us
and the sun, appearing from the vantage
point of the earth .to enter upon the fiery
solar disk, and like a black bull's-eye to pass
slowly across its surface.
In the whole
history of astronomy this spectacular event
has been observed only five times in
1639, 1761, 1769, 1874, and 1882 - and
its rarity alone would explain the widespread · interest in the two transits of
Venus which the eighteenth century was

privileged to witness, the circumstances of
which this book relates. No one living today may expect to see a transit of Venus.
The transits of 1761 and 1769 havr
further importance because they occurred
at the ·high tide of the Enlightenment when
professional astronomers and enthusiastic
amateurs alike viewed celestial mechanics
as the only infallible revelation of the nature of God, when to study the structure
of the solar system was to think God's
thoughts after him.
At this time the
Newtonian scheme of the universe was
qualitatively complete, or essentially so; but
quantitatively it Jacked its most important
single dimension.
The relative distances
of the various planets from the sun were
known, but the actual distances only could
be guessed at - which is about the same
as saying that the universe could be expressed as ·a n algebraic formula, but no
one knew what x stood for. The value
of this all-important x, the actual distance
of the earth from the sun, could be determined by sophisticated observations of the
transit of Venus. When this was done, the
"frame of the world" once and for all
would be fixed.
The approach of the
year 1761 was charged with high cosmic
drama for those who undertook the task.
A peculiarity of transits of Venus is
that they come in pairs eight years apart;
thus the first was an admirable training
experiment for observations on the second,
which did attract greater attention, including some interesting observations made
by Amc·rican colo nists.
A further significance of the eighteenth-century transits is
that they occurred at a time when instrument-making had first achieved a degree
of precision commensurate with the delicacy the measurements demanded. Further,
it was now possible for scientific organizations - principally the Royal Society in
Britain and the Academic des Sciences in
France
to bring about a world-wide
cooperative effort enlisting governments,
univcrsltles, naval forces, commercial establishments, religious orders, and interested
individuals. French and English scientists
fitted out their expeditions, granted each
other's nationals safe-conduct papers, and
continued to exchange letters on their results even while their respective governments were bitterly prosecuting the Seven
Years' War. The ability of the eighteenthcentury scientist to rise with glacial serenity
above the heated squabbles of ephemeral
political differences reflects his conception
of the nobly disinterested world he studied.
This attitude brought about in the midst
of adversity an international scientific efTHE CRESSET

fort that was virtually the IGY of the Enlightenment.
As might be expected from the distinguished editor of Isis, the learned journal
of the history of science, Mr. Woolf aimed
at making his book -definitive, and he has
succeeded. He has dug into French and
British archival manuscripts never before
touched, he has read every secondary
source of any significance (his bibliography
aione is 37 pages, and the text is heavily
footnoted), he has limited his discussion
to precisely that information which has
present relevance in astronomy.
Thus,
from the standpoint of the history of science, the book is in every way admirable,
and it is definitive within its scope.
It is my own conviction, however, that
the history of science belongs less to science
than it does to the humanities. The posture of science is that of arrogant disdain
for its own history. For science the past
is a dim crooked pathway stretching backward, along which terrible blunders were
once committed; at best the blunders can
serve as object lessons for what not to do,
while the successes of the past become incorporated in the presently received. body
of knowledge, which in turn will probab!y
also be scrapped in time. Human beings
involved are memorable if at all (and one
notices that in current scientific literature
they never even have first names) because
they had the good luck to establish facts
which later generations would accept.
Doubtless some such view is inevitable because of the cumulative nature of scientific
knowledge. But the discipline known as
the history of science surely does not have
to be this "scientific." It ought to be far
more concerned with ·the failures, with the
past for its own sake, and especially with
the human beings who whatever their
later standing labored in the area of
discovery we call science.
This book, then, fine as it is in its way,
disappoints one who is 'looking for the
wider implications of science, and especially
for its human implications. Because the
French did more toward establishing the
presently accepted value for the solar parallax (the key constant from which other
calculations derive), they are given most
space. Yet the transit of 1769 was tremendously important to the American colonists (there is still a Transit Street in
Providence, R. I.), but their work, of
smal'l scientific value, is discussed quite
briefly. John Winthrop, Jr., at Harvard
or David Rittenhouse -fainting dead away
in Philadelphia when the great moment arrived, appear rather fuzzily, as though
through one of the imperfectly ground
glasses that some of the colonial observers
had to use.
In yet more broadly human terms, one
wonders whether any of these men had
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philosophical doubts about what they were
doing. Were they all convinced that they
could, and in fact ought, to fix the frame
of the world? Or what of the human
and historicai significance of the transit
of 1761, which brought together two
young men, one named Mason and the
other Di/{on, who would finish their astronomical observations and go on, still as a
team, to engrave their names on the American landscape? Or what of Manassah Cutler and Ezra Stiles, both clergymen and
the second a great president of Yale? They
are mentioned in a single line as having
made amateur observations, but that is
all.
What do their observations of the
transits tell us about the Protestant clergy
in America? In Europe, it seems, only the
Jesuits contributed. These are only some
of the questions that occur to one whose
major interest is the American past.
It should be said in rejoinder that one
book cannot do everything, and that what
Mr. Woolf attempts he does superbly well.
What has been asked for above is all too
often lamely provided by people who know
f.ar too little about the demanding technicalities of science itself. So a study such
as this performs the needful preliminary
gathering of knowledge upon which the
historian of wider humanistic concern can
build a further structure.
The transits themselves - what did they
revf'al? Well, the consensus of the value
for the solar parallax workt>d out in 1769
was sufficiently accurate that it translates
into 93 million miles as the mean distance
of the earth from the sun. And this is the
distance all of us who art' not astronomers
are still content to accept.
CHARLES BOEWE

CREATIVITY AND ITS CULTIVATION

Edited by Harold H. Anderson (Harper,
$5.00)
In line with recent emphasis on better
educational opportunities, particularly for
highly gifted students, Michigan State University sponsored a number of interdisciplinary symposia on "Creativity and Its
Cultivation."
Participants we-re fourteen
distinguished writers in various fields psychology, architecture, biology, anthropology, law, and political science. "The
speakers were given an open invitation to
discuss creativity as a broad general topic
to be developed from their own pe-rspective
and experience."
The fourteen lectures
plus an evaluation chapter by the editor:
are presented in this book.
Many readers will also be interested in
the reference to the long-term research
program on creativity, for which the Symposia served as background. Three such
research projects ·are under way; ( 1) a
cross-national study of children's judgment
of social conflict and social problem solv-

ing; ( 2) an assessment of the early expressions of spontaneity and social reaction m
infants; and ( 3) a study of creativity in
bright elementary school children.
Despite the diversity of the Symposia
participants' interests and emphases a certain consistency can be found in their
speeches.
Most of them agree that the
characteristics of the creative person are
"those characteristics which describe· a
person in the full vigorous adventure of
living."
This includes desire to grow,
capacity to be puzzled, awareness, spontaneity, persistence, and tojerance for ambiguity. "Wha:t is occuring is always a
process, a doing; specifically a process interrelating the person and his world." Creativity is both process and product involving intuition, inspiration, insight, and hard
work.
Some of the writers emphasize the importance of the unconscious in the creative
process. Others do not even mention it.
All agree, howc.ver, that in general creativity is an expression of a mentally and
psychologically healthy person.
Neurotic
or mentally ill persons produce below the
achic.vements they would show without the
disease.
Is high intelligence required for creativity?
Most writers regard creat1v1ty as
"within the province of e•veryone, including all ages." It depends upon the area of
activity. The chemist needs a level of
inte-lligence different from that of the child
who cuts a paper design. Both may be
creative.
All agree that the environment must be
free, "ope·n," and permissive if optima:l
creativity is to function. Never must the
person be treated as a thing. Several writers criticize sharply our educational system which produces adults who are "passive,
fearful conformists."
Anderson goes so
far as to say, "In children creatiVIty is a
universal. Among adults it is almost nonexistent." While all accept his first statemt>nt, some are more optimistic about the
second. In fact, the book contains many
descriptions of excellent crea-t ive activity
among adults, products of our public
schools.
This is not easy reading, but well worth
the effort.
The subject should interest
all of us. If not, grave concern for our
future is in order.
MAHELA

w.
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VERSES FROM 1929 ON

By Ogden Nash (Little, Brown, $5.95)
Over the past thirty years, Ogden Nash
has, from time to time, added a small
civilized voice to the gabble of chicken-run
noises that passes for communication in
our semi-literate age. What he writes is
not Poetry, but verse - verse that dances,
and thumbs its nose, and leaves the reader
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feeling that maybe the sun will rise tomorrow, after all.
The best of Nash's verse has appeared
in six volumes.
Now the b~t of these
six volumes has been gathered together
and polished up for this collection. The
result is distilled Nash, which is something
analogous to straight Scotch.
And like
a good Scotch, Nash should be sipped
rather than guzzled.
Shall we sing?
THE TURTLE
The turtle lives ' twixt plated decks
Which practically conceal its sex.
I think it clever of the turtle
In such a fix to be so fertile.
SAMSON AGONISTES
I test my bath before I sit,
And I'm always moved to wonderment
That what chills the finger not a bit
Is so frigid upon the fundam ent.
THE PERFECT HUSBAND
He tells you when you've got on too much
lipstick,
And helps you with your girdle when your
hips stick.
THE MIDDLE
When I r~member bygone days
I think how eve ning follows morn;
So many I loved were not yet d ead,
.So many I love were not ye t born.
FIDEL CASTRO, REBEL LIBERATOR OR DICTATOR?

By Jules Dubois (Bobbs-Merri ll, $5.00)
The author of this current-interest biography is the Chicago Tribune's experienced
Latin-American
corre~pondent;
he
has
known Fidel Castro since 194 7. Despite
censorship plus ever-present danger of death
or injury, newspaperman Dubois here informs his readers intimately about details of
Batista's dictatorship and the rise of lawyer
Castro.
With incredible speed, the manuscript
for this inside-story about the Bearded
Ones was written and compiled during
twenty da ::s. Consequently it is bound to
suffer frequently from quick ge.neralizations.
Also, the pace slows decidedly when manifestos, court briefs, letters, and other documents are printed in full, to reveal the
factual side of this violent period in Cuban
history. Yet the record is not myopic nor
strongly slanted pro or con, and significant
acknowledgement is given for primary
sources or interviewed persons. The speeches
and similar direct comments by Fidel Castro
necessitate almost one-third of this book
being printed within quotation marks. Wisely, therefore, the author permits us readers
the right of independent judgment.
A sample statement by Dubois hints at
the subtitle's question:
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Now he is no longer a guerilla, and hf'
has the enormous responsibility of
winning the peace . . . . Can a man who
is imbued with such a missionary
zeal to see others free degen era te
into a dictator himself?
Is Castro the maximum leader?
The
proof of whether he is the real master of
the 26th of July revolutionaries, or whether
this man-of-the-hour is the prisoner of the
Communists who supplied him with the
arms with which he fought, must soon be
clarified . Thus this biography raises rather
than answers urgent questions. And not
long hence the next book, e.g. on his plan
of industrializing his country, ought to be
written about this powerhouse Prime Minister of Cuba.
A SHORT WALK:
A
PREPOSTEROUS ADVENTURE

By Eric Newby (Doubleday, $4.50)
In these days of scientific expeditions
when adventure has been removed as much
as possible, this account of two Englishmen, combining the most blatant physical
and mental unpreparedness with outrageous
nerve, venturing into impossible, impassable,
and practicall y unknown mountains and
emerging alive, could have been spc.)) binding. However, there are only a few places
whero the reading is any more exciting th an
that of a daily log .
The English sense of humor comes
through in a few instances, such as when
Newby and his companion were being taken
out to lc·::trn mountain climbing over a
week-end. The author writes, "A flock of
mountain sheep watch ed us go, making
noises
that
sounded
suspiciously
like
laughter."
A few d c·s criptions of the wild rugged
country and the wilder, more rugg ~ d natives add interest but they are all too infrequ ent.
A very human touch is wh en the adventurer reveals his disillusionment with
his adventure "The sun was setting
behind the Khawah Pass. At this tim0 I
should have been leaving Grosvenor Strt>et
after a day under the chandelic.rs.
Instead we were cooking up some rather
nasty tinned steak over a fire that was
producing more smoke than he.a t.
The
smell of burning dung, the moaning of the
wind, the restless horses, - and above aH
the mountain itself with its summit covered
in swirling black cloud, all combined to remind me that this was Central Asia. I had
wanted it and I had got it."
LOIS SIMON

FICTION
POOR NO MORE

By Robert Ruark (Holt, $5.95)
This is a novel that can be read on either

of two )f'w k
For thf' pruriP.nt mind tht>rr
are a gratifyingly large numbrr of purplr·
passag~ .
One need not suppose that thr·
author was altogether unaware of their
market appeal. But to those of less libidinous disposition, and particularly to a certain kind of Christian who figures that hr·
has earned heaven by giving up all of thr•
fun in this life, this story of a man who
"made good" has something to say which
may make th e Beatitudes a little bit easier
to understand.
The New Testament has two apparently
contradictory things to say about "the children of this world." On the one hand, it
says that they are, in their generation,
wiser than the children of light. On the
other hand, it says that they are without
hope and darkened in their unde.rstanding.
Craig Price, the protagonist in thi& novel,
is a child of this world. His story is the
kind of rags-to-riches saga that Horatio
Alger might have written if he had erre·d
on the side of misanthropy as much as
he did on the side of sentime-ntality. For
Craig Price is a heel - a rich and successful
and powerful heel, but a he.d nevertheless.
His rise to power is accomplished b y climbing over oth~r people's bodies figurativc.ly in the case of men, literally in the
case of women. And while he gets a sort
of come-uppance at the end, he is still a
million dollars bette~ off than he was at
the start and no more than mildly shaken
by a series of events which would have
shattered any pc.rson with a conscience . .
Ru ark's role is that of the honest narrator, although at times he seems to be borrowing Price's vocal c.quipment for a message from the author as, for instance, when
he expatiates on the pleasur:"S of the tabltand tht' innocent joys of illiterate Ne.groes
who don' have no truck with that n.asty old
NAACP, Nawsuh, Mastuh, Boss.
It is
then·fore hard to tell - and, of course, altog<'ther unimportant whether he is
telling the saga of Price as an inspiration
to the young, a warning to those of riper
years, or merely a yarn that he had up in
his h c.:~d and wanted to get out. Whatever
his reason, the story is a powerful one the kind that will leave one man wondering
whether gr.nocide is such a crime, after all,
and another man cursing the cautiousness
that keeps him from matching the deed to
his lechc.rous and covetous ambitions.
Craig Price was the get of an umunbitious
and luckless fath er and a coldly moralistic
mother. His childhood in a small North
Carolina town was a study in genteel dullness on the thin edge of poverty, brightened
for a while by the affection of an old
grandfather who had the morals of a piratt'
but no opportunity to practice them. H t'
managed to ge·t to college for a while during the Dt'pression, but his money ran
out and he went to sea where he acquired
THE CRESSE1

a busted nose and a scar which later earned
him e-ntree to cel'tain boudoirs which apparently are reserved for men with scars
and busted noses. Back from sea, he spent
a couple of wee-ks in dalliance with his college roommate's mother, then on to more
profitable dalliance with a fat little rich
girl from back home whose mill passed under Price's control simultaneously with their
marriage and some time after the conception of their first child.
Pretty soon Price is a successful business
man, an accomplished adulterer, and a
cover boy on Time, Life, and Fortune. As
his business fortunes improve, his family
situation dNeriorates, and eventually his
wife divorces him, his mistress gives up on
him, and his only child (a daughter) turns
into a lush. But Craigie Boy is still pretty
much on top of the situation and, being by
now only in his middle forties , the·re is
stHI reason to hope for a brighter tomorrow.
So what about Craig Price? Take away
the fear of hell and what do you have, a
man to bo pitied or emulated? Dismiss
religion as pie in the sky and who are
the blessed, the meek or those who, like
Craig Price, know what they want and get
it? Is there. any reason other than prudence
for not doing what comes naturally, for not
gathering rosebuds whil e we may? Is it
perhaps true that, for even many a professing Christian, conscience is only th!' still,
small voice that tells us that we arc likely
to get caught? It's questions such as these
that the book raises, not by a direct statement of the moral question but by confronting us with a man who has no morals.
The prese-nt state of Christianity being
what it is, though, don't buy this book
for the church reading-room.
It ain't
wholesome.
WHAT END BUT LOVE

By Gordon Webber (Little, Brown, $4.75)
Through the device of a Memorial Day
family reunion, Gordon Webber sets out to
examine the impact which the early auto-

mobil6 industry had upon rural family life
in Michigan. He also uses the reunion to
bring one person into an understanding of
his heritage, his roots, and his identity.
Holly Hobart, patriarch of a family
which has been in .Michigan, near Flint,
since it was wilderness, decides to sell the
family farm to the automobile industry
which is expanding rapidly in the early
1930's.
Then, just as suddenly, Holly,
now in his seventies, announces that he
will keep the farm and will marry a
woman forty years younger than he.
The sons who have already been absorbed
into the auto industry urge their father to
sell. But ·a few members of the family resent the intrusion of the new mobile-auto
culture, with its slums, its labor troubles,
its grime, and its new value system based
upon speed and money and regular hours
rather than upon the family unit and tradition.
The story is told basically through Holly.
As he rcminisct>s, however, the associations
in his mind send th<' story over to the timt>,
place·. or person he thinks of. and so the
point of view shifts from onr pnson to
anoth<'r just as tht> tim•· hovel moves back
and forth through flashbacks. This is a
cause and effc.:t novel, impressionistic in
style and structure, yet clt·arly and n·alistically illustrating tht> continuity of history
and tht> parts playt'd by a wide vari!'ty of
personaliti:-s from within on<' family tradition.
Th<' point at which the famih· unit on
the farm hf'gan to break down and becomf'
mobil<' with tht> popularity of thr· auto is
an important point within the cultural
history of the Unitt>d Statrs. Gordon Wt·bbe.r, born and raisf'd in a rural <·ommunity
near Flint, near Dt>troit, near thf' automobil!' cities. has t>Xpt·rit>nc!'d thr:- change
and has probt>d deeply to analyu its signifi<-ancr. At th0 same time, any change
such as this will cause sensitive people to
examine their herita .~e in ord!'·r to locate
and maintain "that link between prt'sent

and past that gives the individuals of a
large family an identity, a l'OOtedness, a
sense of continuity."
One son, Randall, actively pursues his
identity in the context of his heritage.
Another son, Bart, joins him in urging the
retention of the homestead. Although most
of the difference-s in the family remain unsettled at the end of the novel, an old
solution shines through.
The answer to
What end but love? is what end, indeed.
jOHN MILTON

STIFF UPPER LIP
By Lawrence Durrell {Dutton, $2.50)
Lawrence Durrell has again interrupted
his five-novel project (Justine, Baltha{ar,
and Mountoliue have been published so
far) to dash off another hilarious spoof on
the British Foreign Service. The staff at
the British Embassy in the Iron Curtain
Country of Vulgaria has changed little
since these charactns were introduced in
Esprit de Corps. Antrobus, a career officer, is onco more the narrator, and PolkMowbray, despite his low threshold for
excitemf'nt, still heads the mission.
Some horrifying but extmmely funny
thin ,gs happen when De Mandeville, the
Third St>cr<'tary, who is in charge of -the
Embassy menu , orders rxtra garlic in the
food for an important luncheon, and when
Pt'rcy, the footman, gc.ts his hand stuck in
a mailt-d glove, and again when the whole
Diplomatic Corps attt>nds a party to taste
twenty nt'w Vulgarian winos. It would be
difficult to choose the funni es t of the nine
s.. Irctions in the book, but the dC'scription
of the diplomatic dog show and the football match b!'tween the Italian and the
British Embassy staffs would rank as two
of tho most humorous.
A former press officer himself, Durrell
mak<'s thrs!' absurd characters so believable
the r<'ader knows he is laughing at them
and not with them, for they are too occupied, in the midst of chaos, with keeping
a stiff upper lip.

robert charles brown
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Sights and Sounds

Radio is Very Much Alive
I

Here in ·the United States we have long since taken
radio for granted. We no longer have the fresh and
eager interest we once had in the magical communica·
tion and entertainment medium that held vast audiences spellbound twenty years ago. It would be a
mistake, however, to think that radio is dead. Radio
continues to play an important - if less spectacular role in the American way of life. But it is in the remote, underprivileged areas of the earth that radio
now plays a vital part in the cultural, economic, and
political development of so-called "backward" peoples.
For these nations radio is a new and fascinating link
with the great wide world.
Henry Loomis, the dedicated director of the Voice
of America, is convinced that the Voice programs reach
eager and highly receptive audiences in many lands.
In Ghana alone radio gains approximately 1,000 new
listeners every month. The events of recent years
dearly indicate that peoples once primitive now have
a burning interest in education, independence, and
higher living standards. It would be impossible to
overemphasize the importance of the manner in which
these people develop. It is our hope that they may
learn to know and to accept democratic principles and
ideas. But we know that the government of the USSR
is making every effort to enlarge its borders and to
win new adherents to the cause of communism. The
outcome of the struggle between ideologies may well
determine the future peace of the world - or the destruction of civilization as we know it.
By and large October was a good month for TV
viewing. It is true that some of the new programs and some of the "specials" - were disappointing because
they were completely mediocre. And the shocking TV
quiz scandal cast a growing shadow over the entire
industry.
Several years ago Edward Murrow expressed the conviction that TV must be something more than an entertainment medium for the masses. He declared that
television programs must endeavor to inculcate "full
appreciation of our historic heritage, wise understanding of our institutions and traditions, familiarity with
our classics in literature and the arts, and persistent attention to our ethical principles." It seems to me
that all these truths and values may well be brought
out in a fine new series titled Our American Heritage.
The first of six programs, Divided We Stand, depicted
the fundamental differences which separated Thomas
Jefferson and Alexander Hamilton. But it also showed
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the manner in which these stalwart builders of a new
nation subordinated their personal differences to the
welfare of the young republic.
Other fine offerings on my list are Victor Borge's
sparkling comedy presentation; a moving tribute to
Eleanor Roosevelt on her seventy-fifth birthday; a fine
production of Graham Greene's The Fallen Idol; Ingrid
Bergman's compelling performance in The Tum of the
Screw, Henry James's classic tale of the supernatural;
two brilliant hours of music on the Bell Telephone
Hour; Art Linkletter's amusing The Secret World of
Kids; Life in the Thirties, a vivid documentary presented by Pmject 20; and a memorable hour with
Leonard Bernstein and the New York PhilharmonicSymphony Orchestra.
Will history repeat itself? Will the motion picture
once again refuse to heed widespread protests against
the ever-growing emphasis on sex and immorality in
many film releases? In the 1920s the industry refused
to take remedial measures until its very existence was
in jeopardy. Must it happen again? I know all the
familiar arguments against censorship for any art form,
and I agree that no art form should be hampered by
harsh censorship. And I have heard and read a great
deal about so-called "adult" entertainment - and I
am heartily in favor of adult entertainment. But I do
not consider The Best of Eve1ything (20th CenturyFox, Jean Negulesco) and Pillow Talk (Universal-International, Michael Gordon) to be either art or adult
entertainment. Both films are not only vulgar and in
poor taste but decidely dull as well. Adult entertainment? Nonsense!
The Big Fisherman (Buena Vista, Frank Borzage),
based on Lloyd Douglas' fictional account of Simon
Peter, has been filmed in superb Panavision photography, and the settings are magnificent. But the film
never takes on conviction and a sense of reality. This
is merely a sprawling, colorful, and theatrical spectacle
that barely touches on the real life story of the great
apostle.
A scenic tour of Europe, filmed in technicolor and
technirama, and the golden voice of the late Mario
Lanza are the outstanding features of the temperamental tenor's last film, For the First Time (M-G-M,
Rudy Mate).
The Scapegoat (M-G-M, Robert Hamer), The FBI
Story (Warners, Mervyn Le Roy), and But Not for Me
(Paramount, Walter Lang) are undistinguished offerings in which veteran big-name stars are hampered . by
weak scripts.
THE CRESSET

A Minority Report
The Last Things
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The man growing old, what should be his attitude
toward life?
How can he have an attitude? He has so little of life
left!
For him life was once poetry - as Sandburg described
it, "a synthesis of hyacinths and biscuits." But now
hyacinths remind the man growing old of the cemetery
and biscuits just agonize a stomach that can take no
more.
No matter all the talk about the Christian faith and
the resurrected life beyond the grave, the desire to go
seems unnatural. Man does not wish to leave, even
though this is a vale of tears.
The man growing old would stay even if he remained
surrounded by his bitter enemies. Now that he is older,
he is willing to tolerate all the little, yapping terriers
that nip at one's heels and the mediocrities whose
mouths are a mile wide and whose thoughts come an
inch deep.
At this stage of · life, when the end is in sight, it
would be a comfort to exchange a few extra years with
the worst of the lot.
This, however, is not the way it works. The cruel
and inscrutable mistress of time and eternity just
seems to hang around a little more for the man growing
old.
He keeps wondering whether he can indentify the
Lady when she comes: Will the Lady just around the
corner be another revival? Is she the last, expiring
dance with youth, the last marriage of December and
.January? How to distinguish January from December,
senility from youth?
Is the revival, the final burst of speed, simply death
in decEptive dress? Is she the Angel of God and this
is the way it is with things divine, the divine manifestations in the earthly intrigues?
Just what is ahead? There is even adventure about
it. "What do you mean?" says the aging one. "I've
been thinking these · thoughts for years. I've always
been a step from death and I've always thought about
it. However, there is a difference: there are less things
at sixty, seventy, and seventy-five to make me forget.

DECEMBER

1959

HOFFMAN

In the early years, man could forget about the eternal
dilemma, could forget in the passions of youth, in the
playing of ball until one dropped dead asleep into bed,
could forget by getting involved with the female, and
in the heat of any old battle."
The passions that made men forget are now just
bits of nostalgia, both of happiness and regret. The
mystery of God, of time and eternity, are more upon the
aging because the excitement of youth and the intoxications of getting ahead in middle age that drive away
reflections are disappEaring into the quiet memories of
the world that once was.
Indeed, "the joys of life have been said and sung.'·
And now all man has to do is to sit in the "rough
ashes," as if waiting hopefully for a reprieve that will
not come. Then each day awake becomes a reprieve.
The young girl can no longer dream of the future
husband, for the girl is no longer young and she long
ago has seen "The Eve of St. Agnes.''
But this aging sinner was going to grieve only with
reservations. Whatever happened, he kept saying, "I
have lived and I'm thankful for that. I have learned
to forgive myself and others as well."
Yet, he must stay here! \Vhat am I to do with the
years left? Why be a Job sitting in your ashes and
sackcloth wondering and worrying about what might
have been? Why be a psychotic, "cussing" yourself and
others for the failures?
Life is as it always has been: living one day at a
time with your purposes and objectives about the same .
The life lived for God and others does not change because you are one day nearer to death for indeed
you have always been one day nearer to death!
Blessed indeed is the man who keeps hearing the
major theme. The Christian to the end keeps hearing
his major theme: "I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the ending ... which is, and which was, and
which is to come, the Almighty . . . And when I saw
him, I fell at his feet as dead. And he laid his right
hand upon me, saying unto me, Fear not; I am the
first and the last.''
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Letter to the Editor
Dear Editor:
The teacher and researcher in an academic community will not find it surprising to be confronted
by an incredible complexity of questions. As he gains
proficiency in investigating - always in dependence
on the loving concern of his colleagues and his students
- the sources, the methods, the validity, and the interrelations of his knowledge, he is faced with, and he
welcomes, ever new inquiries, new circumflexes of
theory, new data to explore. He is even infinitely more
excited by relevant questions than by hard-won conclusions. This is, very briefly, the glory of philosophy and
of the modem sciences, and it is the passion for verification and negation that is the excitement of work in a
university.
However, when the question is raised, as it was in
the May issue of the Cresset by Mr. Scharlemann, regarding the possibility of a Lutheran university, the
teacher and researcher who is also a Christian finds him self uneasy and disturbed. He should welcome this
question, too, because it penetrates to the very center
of his activity and to the brokenness of his particular
existence. He should be eager to pursue this question,
too, to the extreme limits of his rational and spiritual
resources. Instead, he is tempted to evade the question
as not so significant after all, or he will write off the
suggestions as the rash deliberations resulting from a
recent German doctorate.
We are indebted to Mr. Scharlemann for raising the
question he has posed. I would like to understand his
suggestion from the theology and philosophy of Paul
Tillich as given in an exploratory and tentative fashion .
I am sure he envisions some sort of dialogue emerging
from his propositions; in fact, with his manifest indebtedness to dialectic he should be quite unhappy if
he were not to evoke a reply, if no one were to receive his proposals as a dialectical venture, if no one
were to examine his own previous teaching or even
what he believes he should be doing in the light of
these suggestions. One would not have to search far,
whether in classroom work, worship activity, or in writing, to find clear evidence of disagreement in practice,
even if no protests were to be registered in theory. His
hypothetical propositions (Part I) remain, significantly,
hypothetical rather than categorical propositions, but
the implication in Scharlemann's use of the Protestant
principle is that certain preliminary concerns have been
elevated to the place of our ultimate concern. It is in
the .spirit of coming closer to the truth on these questions rather than with any touch of personal animus that
I wish to disagree with my friend and colleague.
At this point, before examining the course of his
argument, I should like to ask why Mr. Scharlemann
holds that a view such as Tillich's is the only alterna26

tive open to Lutheranism. I am convinced that he
assumes the adequacy of Paul Tillich's philosophy and
theology too quickly and too conclusivel y. Tillich's
theology cannot succeed in the offort, proclaimed in
the opening sentence of the Systematic Theology. to he
"a function of the Christian church," to "serve the
needs of the church." His understanding of "Jesus as
the Christ," revealing essential man by his uninterrupted
unity with God and his continual self-sacrifice of him·
self as Jesus, may be adequate in Tillich's dialectical
theology as a key symbol, but it is not the Logos he·
come flesh which, in a theology which is a function of
the church, must become the direct and firm starting
point for the exegesis of the church as the Body of
Christ. No doubt Tillich would severely castigate such
a th ~ology as evading the questions arising from "the
general human and the special historical situation"
(Systematic Theology 1, p. 31) and as becoming simply
another heteronomous refuge. But these are not inevitable consequences. In any case, I do not believe the
Incarnation can be treated as he treats it as an axiom
within a system. If Tillich is to present a theology
which is a function of the church then this must be
more clearly an interpretation of the divine Word of
revelation within the context of the fathers and confes·
sors of the church through the centuries. He lays claim
to pursuing an ecclesiastical theology, but the very form
his theology takes as a dialectical system precludes the
relation which a theology which functions for the church
must assume toward the prophetic and apostolic Scrip·
tures and the ecclesiastical tradition.
My own disagreement with his suggestions is tied to
a real respect for Tillich's many remarkable insights,
for his description of the brokenness and alienation
of the human pn:dicament, and for the architectonic
symmetry of his system. But the most distinct merits
of Tillich's - and of Scharlemann's - position are tied
to their most distinct deficiencies. My personal difficulty with Tillich has, perhaps not unnaturally, revolved about the character of the symbol in his thought,
particularly the Biblical symbolism. Few philosophers
have explored the nature of the religious symbol as
carefully as has Tillich: he preserves the analogia entis
when freed from the vain efforts of natural theology,
and he emphasizes the symbolic character of all our
statements about God, except for the single dubious
instance of "being-itself." But his dialectical reinterpretation is tied to the conviction that Christianity's
traditional symbols, e.g., God, Lord, Savior, are actually
misleading today and require the more sophisticated
reinterpretation of his own philosophical theology.
Through the operation of his dialectic the Biblical
symbols are translated to become meaningful in the
contemporary situation. However, before one adopts
THE CRESSET

Tillich's dialectic and his refashioned symbolism would
it not be advisable to consider more carefully the alternative underlying the entire Lutheran educational
venture, from elementary schools to university, of explaining and elucidating the Biblica+ language and
events in the light of their original context? No
church body has taken this particular task and alternative more seriously than has Lutheranism. A~though
I must concur that such a thing as "the Lutheran tendency to complacency and self-preoccupation" becomes
frightfully apparent, yet the spirit of Luther's own insistence on the transparency of every symbol still pulses
within Lutheranism. If Lutheranism were to adopt
Tillich's theological framework, then the "melancholy,
long, withdrawing roar" of the Sea of Faith, "retreating on the night wind," which he is quieting with his
system, would become more raucous still. It should
be noted that this is not a pragmatic argument but
rather an assertion of the elemental power of the Biblical symbols, which will always break through their misconstructions and even our best efforts to reinterpret
them. It also states that it is precisely Lutheran education which has attempted in actual practice to cope
with Tillich's involvement in the retreat of God in the
modern world. But this leads into the next point.
When he attacks our "heteronomous" attachments
Mr. Scharlemann demonstrates that in this key point of
theology he stands in the authentic prophetic and Protestant tradition of Martin Luther, Jacob Boehme,
Otinger, Kierkegaard - and Tillich. He excoriates
our temptation to absolutize our loftiest conceptions
of God, our idolatrous identifications of the divine with
the bearers of the divine. He reminds us of our perennial need for a valid self-criticism. He points to the
"God behind all Gods," behind all our means of apprehending Him. This seemingly traditional assertion is
rooted in Tillich's method of correlation, and, more
specifically, in his Protestant principle. He protests
against instances (e.g., a particular kind of feeling, particular statement, certain denominational formulations)
in which an absolute and unconditional claim is made
for what is relative and finite. But does it make sense
to say that this "equates" a certain structure or experience with the Depth beyond the structure, with the
Ground of being, or being-itself? Is one seriously
claiming that his feeling of remorse is equal to the ultimate ground of being? Does one identify this experience, or way of speaking, or formulation with "finding
God," and in such a way that each excludes the other?
Can one say that this becomes "an arbitrary elevation
of a finite thing to the level of the infinite and divine?"
What actually occurs here? Does the symbol, defined
and responded to as such, cease to be a symbol? Does
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it somehow attain ultimacy?
Mr. Scharlemann does not escape from this difficulty
by stating "in effect this equates." One has a right to
be suspicious of such ambivalent logical propositions
which point to effects. The statement may have the
force of, e.g., "One of the effects is that one asserts he
can find God in this way of speaking and not in that
one," or "One of the effects may be that one asserts he
can find in this way of speaking and not in that one."
But even if the proposition has this second value the
plausibility of such an identification of the symbol, held
conceptually in the person's mind, with his concept of
being-itself, remains quite impossible. Either he does
not hold a concept of each, or the symbol ceases to be
a symbol, "pointing to" being-itself, and becomes the
Ground of being-itself with its attendant ultimate concern - both of which possibilities must be denied.
Thus this point is bound to the preceding remarks
regarding the traditional symbols of Christianity. Tillich's and Scharleman's attacks on these "naive" representations of a being standing alongside other beings
or above others are a polemical tour de force rather
than a valid attack on the Lutheran approach to God.
Th ~:re are whole galaxies of questions raised, either
explicitly or implicitly, by Mr. Scharlemann's provocative essay upon which I would like to enter and disagree with him, but time does not permit this now. Mr.
Scharlemann demonstrates a serious interest . in relating
the disciplines of philosophy and theology to one an:
other a~ well as to the other disciplines pursued in a
university. By way of contrast, there are theologies
for which any responsibility to delineate the relationship between Christian faith and "secular" learning becomes irrelevant. And there are theologies which have
ceased to be theolof!:Y and are content to be religious
anthropology. Mr. Scharlemann does not find it necessary to deny the daims of reason in the face of the claims
of faith. I believe Christian faith represents a more
decisive scandal to reason than Mr. Scharlemann suggests. Here the relationship sketched by St. Augustine
remains determinative, and in view of the commitment
which the Christian himself must make at some point
in his quest for truth the purposes and objectives of a
Lutheran university must be more definite and precise
than Mr. Scharlemann suggests. If there is a threat of
tyrannizing, then it must be vigorously opposed and
unmasked in all its pretensions. But there is also to
be found here a freedom which Mr. Scharlemann also
shares, because it stems from the gracious acts of a God
- if one be permitted to lapse for a moment into traditional symbols - "Whose service is perfect freedom."
Ernest B. Koenker
Valparaiso, Indiana
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The

Pilgrim
"All the trumpets sottnded fo1· him on the othe1· side"
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS .

--------------------------------------------------------8
A Christma s Letter
Dear Stephen:
This is now your eighth Christmas on earth, and
the writing of these letters has become a part of me ...
For many years most of my letters have been about
business and meetings and all kinds of littie things ...
they are not really very important, and when they stop,
there will be only a very little hole in the world,
hardly big enough to hold a few hours of mourning ...
But this one is different ... It is about something outside and inside . . . so far away from our strange halflight world of daily things to do that I am always happy
when Christmas comes and I can write one letter about
something beyond and beneath the routine and riddle
of living ...
You are now going to school for the second year ...
The final meaning of your going to school is the fact
that all the things you will learn in the next twenty
years may enable you to understand Christmas a little
better . . . No, I just thought that over again, and it
may not be true ... Some of the things you will learn,
unless you discover how to put them in their proper
place and order, will only set your feet on the long
and lonely road away from Bethlehem ... If they tell
you, for example, that men have done great things,
you can believe them if you remember that God has
done greater things . . . \Vhen they tell you, as they
will, that the real things are the things you can touch
and see and fn:l, you must add that the most real
things in heaven and earth are not money and machines
and houses, but faith and hope and love ... the things
unseen ... God and what He means ... Christmas and
God being sec.n . . . on a winter night . . . among
things that some people in schools despise .. .
And sometimes I wonder if you will ever really know
more about that than you do now . . . Somewhere in
the years ahead you will probably learn some big words
and thoughts about what happened at midnight in
Bethlehem so many years ago . . . Somebody, I hope,
will tell you that is the Incarnation, the mystery of
godliness, the one and only intrusion of the divine into
the human, the profound and holy riddle of God taking
on human flesh, entering our ranks, assuming our nature, translating Himself, the Eternal and Omniscient,
into our idiom, born into Bethlehem in a temporal
generation as He was with the Father of old in an
eternal generation ... All of that is true, and it is important to know ... it is one of the gifts of Wise Men
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to the Child . . . we call it theology . . . and one can
become a good theologian by doing some hard thinking (and believing), while one stands in the stable with
the ox and the sheep and the shepherds, all cold from
the winter outside ...
But when you have learned all these things, you
will really not be closer to Christmas than · you are
now ... As the years go on, I hope you will think about
it more - and more deeply - but you cannot believe
it more . . . You will rc.member that last week we began the Christmas season, the journey to Bethlehem,
much longer for me than for you, by putting some
black disks on the machine in the living room and
sitting quietly in the firelight, while the music poured
into our souls ... There they were again, the old and
lovely sounds hy which men have tried to say something about Christmas ... "Silent Night, Holy Night"
- "It Came upon the Midnight Clear" - "Oh Come,
All Ye Faithful" - "The Lullaby of the Virgin" . . .
They came from many hands and many lands, these
songs in the night - but all of them say the same
thing . . . the incredible beauty and wonder of the
Child in the manger . . . the kindness of God to remember us in the middle of the night . . . the lights,
the stars, the shtpherds, the mother . . . all of them,
in our rocm once more ...
And that is the real Christmas . . . You will have it
again this year, while some men outside are making
bombs which may kill you on a battlefield far away
from our tree and our lights and our songs . . . Sometimes I think of that, and my heart cries out with fear
for you and all little boys who will have a good and
holy Christmas this year ... But then I remember that
He came to take that fear away too . . . all fear
until there is nothing dark and nothing hopeless and
nothing without Him ...
A few days ago I saw some very good and wise words
written many years ago by a good man . . . His name
was St. Ambrose: "In Christ, then, are all things. Christ
is everything to us. If thou hast wounds to be healed,
He is thy physician; if fever scorches thee, He is a
fountain; wouldst thou punish evil-doing, He is justice;
dost thou need help, He is strength; dost thou fear
death, He is life; dost thou long for heaven, He is the
way; dost thou flee from darkness, He is light; dost
thou hunger, He is food."
All this, you say, in a little baby? .. . Yes, all this in
a little baby!
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